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A Fine Novel, Indicting Mars

HERE in The Secret Battle is one of

the few essential books on war.
Not on this war particnlarly. For
though Gallipoli and the Somme are
vivid horrors on the page, the back-
ground might as well be the blood sonked
shore of Troy or the field of Waterloo
or any battle plain of the future where
men will strive. For this secret batile
s a man's “lonely conflict with himself,
u conflict more terrible and exacting than
any battle.” And until we are perfected
in individual strength beyond the reach
of n present imagination, the stroggle
will go on. Sirength s1d weakness are
always at war in a man's nature. And
Harry Penrose shows clearly that the
more highly developed, the more 1magi-
native he is, the more reason to wonder
what will happen to nerve and spirit
under great, brutalizing periods of
borror.,

This Harry Penrose is a young Eng-
lishman of twenty-one, an orphan, of the
upper middle class, who has finished his
second year at Oxford, enlisted in the
runks for the diseipline of it instead of
applying for a commission, but has risen
to officer’s rank. He goes out to Galli-
poli under the officer who tells the story,
is finally invalided bome, marries, goes
to France though he has an offer to stay
in England and—but the ending must be
left to the reader. That ending is tragic.
The author frankly says so at once. Yet
every stop in the development of the story
13 as enthralling as if we had never
guessed what the end would be,

But the terror, the horror, the pily, and
the hideons waste of it! Here is a young
wun, the fine flower of many civilizing
generations of men, who has one weak
spot in his nature, the fear that he will
not be brave in a erisis. Faecing it gal-
lantly, recogmizing it and its danger
clearly, he begins his battle with it. He
soeks opportunities to test bimself, and
comes through them worn but still mas-
ter. He endures, with many shocks but
without failing himself, all the ghastly
things that are forever linked with the
name of Gallipoli.

“No man who had a bad time in that
place ever ‘got over it’ in body or soul,
and when France or some other campnign
begun 1o work upon them, it was seen
thatr there wns something missing in
their resisting power; they broke out
with old diseases and old fears . . .
the legacies of Gallipoli.”

No man would put either a beast or
muchine to the same gruelling, breaking
tests as those which be expeets his own
infipitely more delicate 1nechanism to bear.
The gradusl disintegration of this brave
man's morale under practically incessant
sirain is told wilh much of the gripping
force of an old Greek tragedy. And still,
stil! be might have conguered even against
such odds, if he lhadn’t had to fight as
well the malice and eruelty of Col. Phil-

Far out on the angry sea,
tossed the storm-battered Mer-
maid —and before aid could
reach her, her great sides col-
lapsed, sparing but a sole sur-
vivor. ) .

Named after the ship she
survived, she grew up a girl
of mystery, among the rough.
plain folk of the toast-guard.
And there she found the love
of three strong men—Guy,
strange, shy, the son of a man
expiating in loneliness an old
sin; Dick, an aggressive young
engineer; and big-hearted
Tommy, the coast-guard,

A spirited story, written
with charm and power.

MERMAID
by Grant M. Owverton

Formerly Litzrary Editor of “The N. Y. Sun’”

FATHER
DUFFY’S
STORY

The dramatic history of the fa-
mous FIGHTING 6%h by wus |
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Joyce hilmcr. “The best book on

the war l have read”—{roin S. Cobb
CEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY

pott, who puts him to impossible tests, and
the final bitter venom with which “Bogus”
Burnett writes doom neross his struggling
spirit.

Many will no doubt refuse to harrow
their souls with a tragedy like this, pre-
ferring to put behind them entirely the
war now so happily over. Those whe
do read will experience the thrill, like no
other in the world, of discovering real
power. Here are the qualities that ean
make the great novelist Imagination, in-
sight, quick, sure characlerization, the
capacity to wunderstand the hidden
processes of men’s souls and to reveal
them to others. And with it all an
evidently inborn literary style, and “the
incommunieable gift of phrase” Tt is
difficult to believe that this is a first
book, for through all this power there is
a reticence, & resiraiut, and a sense of
force in leash which is usually the re-
sult of a highly tempered experience.

Out of the myriad pictures of war this
bas a terrible, unforgettable simplicity.
One would like to quote whole pages, not
merely for those smatches of beauty
which even war eanmot wholly torture out
of existence, but for the poignant deserip-
tion of men struggling to be greater than
themselves, There is none of the piling
of horror upon horror that made Bar-
busse’s Le Few almost impossible to read.
Here there is almost understatement, an
air of quiet acceplance of the unbearuble,
and an equal resolution not fo dress up
the aneient horrors and pretend that war
is glorions. Maun is glorious in it,~but
not in the trite old romantic warrior
sense. Mr. Herbert refrains with an
amazing restraint from condemnation or
suggestion. He lets the things that men
have done speak for themselves. But
through him with what a voice they ery
to heaven! M P A

THE SECRET BATTLE. By A. P. Hen-
BERT. Alfred A. Knopf.

Dr. Cram on Progress
O some of us the three addresses that
> Dr. Ralph Adams Cram publishes
in Gold, Frankincense and Myrrk, will
appear eloquent ahd satisfactory. As for
the rest of us, who come back from church
to seck in Sunday editorials come hint of

whot is the matter with the world, his.

exhortation to return to the philosophy of
the Middle Ages, which he defines no more
explicitly than as *“a synthesis of ante-
cedent philosophies, Neo-platonic, Jewish,
Arabian, Byzantine, Patristic, Peripatetic,
Socratie, purged of their alien elements,
gathered into an organic unity and vital-
izad by the Catholic religion,” leaves us
only conscious of how many eourses there
vere al college we didn’t take.

Without debating Dr. Cram’'s discussion
of monasticism and sacramental philos-
ophy, his condemnation of modernity so
severely and arbitrarily dismisses every
phase of the lust 500 years development
that his position becomes individual,
apart, and beyond argunment. When he
said in 1918 that “The boasied barriers
against war and dissolution erected one
beliind the other by finanee, eapitalism, a
secialistic and organized proletariat, uni-
versal education, popular government, in-
tellectunl  and  spiritual  emancipation,
broke, toppled,” &e., be included in one
classifieation such divergent aetivities that
the man in the street at least paots aside
the book as ane simply not meant for him,
but written in the language of a very
special people.

Perhaps this is no fair comment to
make on the book, for the addresses were
given to churchmen, who it was expected
would come half way to meet the lecturer
with information and sympathy, but the
book has a preface suggesting that here is
some suggested solution for the world
after the war reconstruction, and sueh a
proflering invites every human being’s
speculation. And in this ease some of the
invited are threatened with a disappoint-
ment. J. €. ML

GOLD, FRANKINCENSE AND MYERRH.
By BarrH Apauws Ciaw. Boston: Mar-

shall Jones Company.

C‘I NDIVIDUALS,” observed Mme.

Bernhardt in her autobiography
pablished by Appleton, “who are kind, in-
tellipent and compassionate, become less
g0 when they are together.” Mme, Bern-
hardt’s observation is rather sweeping.
Cousider Robinson Crusoc. He was as kind,
intelligent and eompassionate as could be.

But he didn’t have much chance to show
it _until Wis man Fridav annesred
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Russia From a Car Window

said to the importunate Savler: “For

(1% WO motives led me fto Russia in

the fall of 1917,"” writes Oliver M.
Sayler in his prefaee to Russia White or
Red; “the desire to study at first hand
the most imporiant theatre of our time
before the pressure of revolution should
bear too harshly upon it, and the impulse
to be in the most uncerfain and in-
teresting and eventful place in the
world” Therefore this writer, by occu-
pation dramatie eritic of an Indians news-
paper, went to Moseow by way of Siberia
and lived there for most of his six
months stay, except for a brief visit to
Petrograd and Volgoda.

After reading so admirable a8 work as
Prof. Ross's Russia in Upheavel, which
was writlen from the resu™s of & visit to
Russia at the same time, Mr. Bayler's book
is somelhing of a disappointment. In
the one case we had the production of a
trained observer, a distinguished sociolo-
gist and a trenchant writer—with a great
capacity for acquiring information. In
Mr. Sayler we have a sentimeantal opti-
mist with a strong, natural disposition to
see the best of everything in the Russian
revolutionary movement, a narrow view-
point, and but limited observation eon-
fined to s very small portion of the great-
est country in the world. Moreover, he is
given to eareless statements, as in the in-
stanece of stating that sinee Aungust, 1918,
vot a single correspondent has been in
Petcograd or Moseow, although we know
through Russia in 1919, that its suthor
spent three months in those cities in the
beginning of this year.

He qualifies this by saying “no eor-
respondent of an Fnglish or American
newspaper” has been there “with the ex-
ception of a flying visit on the part of
two or three.” He also repeats the eharge
made originally by Charles Edward Rus-
soll that “our ‘news’ to-day is the delib-
erately eolored propsganda picked up
from the Russian Government wireless.”
We confess to growing impatient over the
implieation that all the newspuapers of
America ean be gulled all the time in this
fashion about Russin.

As to Mr. Sayler's tendeney foward
secing the best of everything in tb Rus-
#ian revolutionary movement, we may cite
Lis comment that Trotzky's grossly im-
pertinent reply to President Wilson's mes-
sage to the All-Russian Congress of
Soviets was “an able reply, a dignified re-
ply, a reply even breathing certain social
ideals.”

On the last page of the book this writer
tells of trying to get Prof. Ross to give
kim “his views on the Russian outlook”
in Moscow in November,1917. FinallyiRoss

last three years there has been no surer
way to make a fool of oue’s self than fo
prediet something about Russia” In
spite of this Sayler makes this important
contribution to just such prophecy:

|

“Whstever the solation [of the Russian &/

problem] may be, it will ful§l the peeuliar
needs of Raussian life and the Russian
temper. From the ordeal of hunger sand
terror a great people will emerge ehas-
tened. And ns the honest, unfettered ex-
pression of the world's richest physieal
and spiritual storehouse, the Russisn Stats
will be big with significance for the human
race” W. B. M°C.

BUSSIA WHITE OR RED. By Ouves M.
BaviEr. Boston: Little, Brown & Co.

The World’s His Armchair

R. SHERLOCK BRONSON GASS
in the series of essays which he
ealls A Lover of the Chair cannot
be said to have furnished a striking il-
lusiration of the maxim that ideas
not phrases are after all the backbone
that particular form of literature. It
difficult (not to say impossible) to i
ine the late O. Henry referring to
Gass as “My bully good pal,” as was
Labit in referring to Montaigne..

Mr. Gass's lover, rejected distressfully
byl‘.heobjeetofhisuﬂeeﬁansiu(!hpm
I, presently reaches the admirable
not entirely original conclusion
should deport himself with as m
titude as possible. Well

u R
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way begins philosophizing upon the in-
tellectunl and srtistic aspects of life
the point of view of the man who sits
among his books and dreams—and wheo,
perhaps, misses much that a rougher and
more vigorons contact with the
would have afforded him.

There are times when Mr. Gass emerges

turning oa the electrie light and providing
bimself with a pair of mental t‘l.Iml'
. AL

A LOVER OF THE CHAIR. By Surziock
Broxsox Gaiss. Boston: Marshall Jones
Company.

i ““One of the Finest Stories in the World”’

SOUTH!

The Story of Shackleton’s

i
|
I | Last Expedition1914-1917

. By SIR ERNEST SHACKLETON, CV.0.

such imaginative tension with our reverence
for human endeavor. Written by one of the
most celebrated explorers of all times, it tells
a marvelous tale of achievement, of victory
| over terrifying circumstances. Here is an
! everlasting monument to the courage and
| No one can read this
: wonderful epic of the ice without
deeply stirred. Never has the battle between
man and nature been more vividly narrated.

| SOUTH!

Bv SIR ERNEST SHACKLETON, C.V.0.. M.V.O.

endurance of man.

READY TODAY.

With 88 illusirations, maps and diagrams.

This book is one of the most thrilling and
' dramatic stories of great adventure-that has
] been written for many years. No other
i volume of Arctic or Antarctic travel couples
[
|

being

PRICE $6.00
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